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about the author 


Edgar Allan Poe was born in 1809 in Boston, Mass¬ 
achusetts. Left an orphan at the age of two, he was 
adopted m i811 by his uncle, John Allan of Richmond, 
Virginia. Me entered the University of Virginia, but left 
because he was always drinking and gambling rather than 
studying. Me was tatcr dismissed From West Point for re¬ 
peatedly breaking the rules. When John Allan died in 
18'54. Poe was left penniless and rejected. 

In 183G Poe married his thirteen-ycar-old cousin, Vir¬ 
ginia Clemni, Their life was hard, since Poe made very 
little money from his writing. When Virginia died in 1847, 
Poe began to drink and gamble more ihan ever, causing 
him to live in constant misery . Mis short stories, however, 
were becoming popular—even in Europe, where they were 
translated into French by such writers as Baudelaire and 
Mallarme, 

Throughout his career, Poe suffered long periods of sick¬ 
ness bordering on insanity. This and ids continual drinking 
made him often fear that lie was losing his mind entirety. 
The end came in 1849 when lie was found dying in a Balti¬ 
more gutter, Tdgar Allan Poe was one of the musL mis¬ 
understood men of his time-bill he was also one of 
America's greatest short story- writers. 
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The Pit and the Pendulum 


in a dream-a nightmare— 
i saw the ups of the black 
robed fudges as they 
sentenced me to death. 
But first / would go to 
L prison, i fainted from 
fear 
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There were shadow memories 
of raff figures that I ifred and 
carried me down .. . 


At length 
my b 

hands were 


Without opening my eyes t reached 
out my hand, ft fay upon something 
damp and hard. 
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/ h/^s afraid to open 
my eyes , afraid that 
i would see—nothing! 
i triedand it was 
sol There was only 
the dark. 



I leaped to my feet and reached wildly 
in all directions. ! ivas afraid l would 



At length my hands found a wad, smooth, 
slimy, and cold. I walked around it try¬ 
ing to figure out the size of my prison. 


The ground was slippery. 
Soon l stumbled and 
fell. 
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A wakening. 
Then f decidt _ 


ead and water beside me. f are end dr&, n ca - yc -.. 
p/ore further, f would try to cross my prison. 


fully at ft 
more free! 

Suddenly t ^tumu>cu 
on the torn hem of 
my robe and fed 
forward. 


/ lay on my 
face. My 
chin rested 
on t he 
prison 
floor. Bur 
from my 
iip$ up, 

my head 
touched 
nothingf 
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Shaking all 
over, I felt 
my way 
back to 
the waff, 
Finally t 
fail into 
a heavy 
steep. 

When i 
awoke , 
everything 
had changed. 


somewhere above me, 
and / raised my head 
to look around. 
Frightening figures 
were painted on the 


my prison. 





Above me on the high 
ceiling was painted a 
figure of old e*rK*r 
time, with 
pendulum 
of his scythe. 


Was the pendulum, as I first thought, part 
of the painting? Or did it ready move? 





A slight noise made me turn my head. Looking 
at the floor, / saw troops of large rats coming 
from the pit They were after some meat that 
had been left beside me. 
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When I looked 
up again , the 
pendulum was 
swinging 
wider—and 
It had come 
closer to me! 



At Its end was a half-circle of 
steet-like a giant razor blade! 


For hours—perhaps days-1 watched in terror as it swung above me: 




And then, almost too late t I began to think. / reached for the 
remains of the meat and rubbed the straps that were holding me. 
Then l lay still. , * 


The rats leaped in hundreds 
upon me and chewed at 
the straps. - 
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Then the pendulum stopped. It was drawn up to the ceding. 
But the metal walls began to glow with heat! 
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Moments later, f trembled on its 
edge, i was tost / gave one 
loud, tong , and final scream of 
terror. __. 


Suddenly there was a 
tend blast as of many 
trumpets. With a 
harsh, grating sound, 
the wafts rushed back. 
An arm caught mine 
as 1 began to fait, 
fainting , into the pit. 


tt was the arm of General Lasat/e. The French 
army had en tered Toledo, My enemies had 
been overthrown, and / was safe at last! 


POCKET CLASSICS 


/ gasped for breath. The 
burning walls pressed me 
toward the pit. 
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The Fall of the House 
of Usher 


Roderick Usher 


Madeline Usher 


The Narrator 


During the whole of a dark autumn day t had been riding 
atone through the dreary countryside. I found mysetf, at 
evening, near the gloomy old House of Usher. As soon as 
l saw it, my spirit was Struck With sorrow. 



I! 
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Ah! From my old 
friend Roderick Usher, 
whom l have not seen 
many years! 


f had come here 
because of a 
fetter which had 
reached me a 
short time 
before. 


He suffers from, a great iHness and 
a mental problem as well. He 
wishes my company, as his oldest 
friend, to cheer him . . , 
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Then the servant fed me 
into a farge room where 
his master rose from a 
couch to greet me. 


Roderick? 
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i gazed at my 
friend with 
sorrow at his 
changed appear¬ 
ance as he told 
me of his if/ness 


My senses are much 
too sharp. I can eat 
only the most taste¬ 
less food, wear only 
the softest garments. 
The smells of flowers 
are too sweet to 
bear, and most 
sounds fill me with 
horror! 




Most of ail I fear 
not danger. . . bi 
the slightest thing 
which will upset my 
soul! Sooner or 
later I will lose life 
and reason together, 
fighting fear itself! 



But much of his 
Sorrow could he 
traced to the 
terrible iiiness of 
his beloved sister , 
who was slowly 
dying . 


She has been my only 
companion for years, 
her death will make me 
the last of the Ushers! 


She is wasting away to skin and 
bones . . . she can hardly 
move . . . she has seizures. 


Her sickness has 
greatly puzzled 
the doctors. 


18 






































The Best of Poe 



As he spoke, the lady Madeline 
passed through a far corner of 
the room without noticing me, 
and disappeared. 


That sight could well have been 
the last f saw other, for that 
night the illness forced her to bed 
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We were twins, Each 
of lis always knew 
^ what the other was 


thinking 


Looking open her face for 
the fast time, I noted that 
she seemed almost alive. 
People with her fitness, l 
knew, often looked tike 
that even after death. 


We carried the body to a vault 
deep beneath the cellars of 
the house. 


Our torches kept going out 
because there was so httle air 


I want to keep her body 
far two weeks in one of 


Of course, 
Roderick! 
Anything! 

7 ^ 


far two weeks in one of 
the vaults below the 
house. Later I wilF bury 
her in the family grave¬ 
yard. My friend, will 
you help me? 


Then one 
evening he 
told me 
Suddenly 
that the lady 
Madeline 
had died. 
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Days of sorrow 
brought changes in 
my friend , He 
roamed from room 
to room as if he 
were lost. He stared 
into space for long 
boors, as if 
listening to some 
sound that was not 
there „ 




/ felt myself grow frightened at his terror. One 
night i rose, dressed, and paced the floor, 
unaMn fo sleep. 


It is only this 
room—and the 
storm outside 

me from 



Come, sit down! I 
shall read from one 
of your favorite 
books, and we will 
pass away this 
terrible night 
together! 


There was a iight tap at 
the door, and Roderick 
entered. He was very 
upset. 
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You 

heard? 


In the story, the hero broke into 
a room: "He so cracked, and 
ripped, and tore . , . that the 
noise of the dry wood 
echoed . . 


It is nothing! 
The storm! 


From beiow there came a 
scraping sound. . . and 
then a hollow eland no. 


" . . . a great and terrible 
ringing sound 



Yet from a distant part of the 
building, there had come a 
cracking , ripping noise. 



it! 

for 



movements 
in the coffin, the 
scraping of the iron 
hinges, and now 
her footstep on the 
stair. / tell you 

the 
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The heavy doors drew back— 
and there stood the figure of 
the tady Madeline of Other, 
with hfood upon her robes. 




With e low , moaning 
cry , she fed upon her 
brother * Dying for 
certain now, she 
threw him to the 
floor with the weight 
of her body. And he, 
struck with terror, 
died beside her. 


I fled from the house , 
Out across the bridge 
and into the storm. 
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Suddenly behind 
me there shone a 
bright light. 


--?¥?la 


fL 






Y 

v-i m 




fc- 4p, 


'it 

_M_M2_ 

/f was a blood-red moon, shining 
through the widening crack in 
the house. 
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Fortunate had harmed me a thousand times. But when he insulted me 
also, l swore to get even with him r t would kill him—and / would get 
away with it! Meanwhile, I let him think he was my good friend. 


Ah r Fortunate! 


Montresor, my 
dear friend! 


One evening during the madness 
of the carnival season l met him 
on the street. 


Montresor 


Fort unato 



The Cask of 
Amontillado 
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Amontillado? A whole 
cask? And during the 
carnival? Impossible! 


Above aii things, 

Fort on a to considered 
himself a great judge 
of oid wines, f would 
get back #r him by 
using a barrel of 
Amontillado. 


How lucky I met 
you! I have 
bought a cask 
of what passes 
for Amontillado, 
but i have my 
doubts. 



I am on my way to Luchesi. 
He knows wines, He will 
tel I me . h * 


ArnontJ ado* 


I know. I should have 
spoken to you first. 

But you were not to be 
found, and I did rot 
want to miss a great 
bargain! 


Luchesi can¬ 
not tell 
Amontillado 
from very 
poor sherry! 



Come, let us go to 
your house. I will 
check this wine 
mysdf! 
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You have a bad 
cold, and the 
vaults are very 
damp. 


/ a flowed him to hurry me to 
my house , 


The place is 
empty. The 
servants are all 
at the carnival. 


The cold is 
nothing! 
Amontillado! 
Let us go! 


Taking torches 
from their holders, 
we passed down a 
fong, winding stair 
case into the 
catacombs of 
the Montresors, 

My friend's steps 
were unsteady 
from drink. 


Steady, my 
friend! Don't 
slip. f 


The Amontillado! lean 
hardfy believe it! 


Soon a coughing sped forced 
Fortunate to stop. 


Your health is The cough is 

important! You nothing! I 

are rich, respect- shall not die 

ed, admired. You of a cough! 

will be all , . . 


Come, we must go 
back! The cold is 
bad for your cough 
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True! And a drink of 
& this wine will protect 
us from the damp] 


Taking a bottle of 
wine from a rack 
nearby, (knocked 
off the neck and 
offered it to 
Fortunate, He 
drank eagerly. 



f\\ 








Three sides were lined with bodies. From 


He took my arm 
and we walked on, 
passing through 
low arches , At 
last we reached a 
deep cave with 
air so bad that 
our torches would 
hardly bum. 


the fourth , the bones had been thrown down 
and fay upon the earth. 



He stepped forward, but stopped at the rock wall. In It were two iron 
hooks, a chain, and a padlock. In a second I had wrapped the chain 
around his waist and fastened him there. 



The A m on 
tillsdo! 


Pass your hand over the wall. 
It \svery damp. If you don't 
want to go back, then I must 
leave you! 


































Digging into the pile 
of bones, l took out 
building s tones, 
cement, end a 
trowel. Then t 
began to waif up the 
entrance to the cave. 


Ahhhhhhhh! 

Montresorl 

Montresor! 


There was a tow , 
moaning cry from 
inside and a great 
rattling of chains, 
f sat down and 
waited. 






Attest the clanking stopped, t continued my work. Finafiy there was 
only one stone to be fitted in. There came from the cave a low laugh 
and a sad voice. 



Ha! Ha! Ha! A 
very good joke 
indeed! We will 

have many a laugh 
about it at the 
carnival, over our 
wine 
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For half 
century. 


no 


has 


one 


disturbed 


There was no answer, 
/ forced the last 
stone into its place, 
f plastered it up. 
Against the new wall 
f piled the old bones. 
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This was the 
scene of the 
murders in 
which The Paris 
police found 
themselves 
without a due. 
My friend Duptn 
would solve the 
esse by using 
his reason alone 


The Narrator 


French Sailor 


Dupin 


The Murders in the 
Rue Morgue 

II —rr—Hi- t 
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is gentleman has just asked 
same book! 


4’ C. Auguste 

D Lipin, monsieur, 
at your service. 



I am happy to 
meet you, sir, 
Perhaps we 
should get to¬ 
gether for our 
search. 


So it was that Dupm and / 
became friends. 
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A murder 
wasn't ft? 


You read about the 
strange affair in the 
Rue Morgue? 


We found many 
in teres ts in common. 

At last we moved into 
an apartment Together 
in an old bouse on the 
Faubourg St, Germain. 
s here that we 
?ad of the murders 
Rue Morgue. 



Come? Picture this, if you will! 
About three o'clock this morning, 
the neighbors were awakened by 
terrible cries from the fourth 
floor of a house in the Rue 
Morgue , , . 
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Bat the sounds 
stopped, and all was 
quiet. The men ran 
through the house, 
searching from room 
to room. A f last 
they came to a large 
hack room on the 
fourth fioor. 
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What has 
happened? 


The room was a 
terrible mess r 
The furniture 
was broken and 
thrown about. 


There is no one 
here! 


But where are the 
h s E t tadies? 
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A policeman 
picked up two 
bags from the 
fioor. 


Gold! At least four 
thousand francs 
in gold! 
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Yes.,, it is here 
A body! 

FV'S 


The body was dragged out 
and examined* 


She is cut and 
scratched, no 
doubt from 
the chimney. 
But it seems 
she has been 
choked to 
death. 


The body of the daughter 
had been forced up the 
narrow chimney opening, 
it was stifi quite warm. 


A fter searching the rest 
of the house without 
finding anything else, 
the group made its 
way into a smatf 
paved yard in the rear. 


It is the old lady— 
Madame 
L'Espanaye! 

But who could know 
her now! 


Madame had been badly beaten. Her 
throat had been so deeply cut that 
\ her head was almost separated from 
1 her body. 
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■ 



We looked eagerly 
the next day s 
newspapers. Though 
nothing had been 
found, an account 
was given of the 
people who had beer 
questioned. 


There was Paul¬ 
ine Dubourg t a 
washer-woman. 


Yes, I am Pauline 
Dubourg. 1 have 
washed clothes 
for the 

L'Espanayes for 
three years. 




Why, very well! 
They alway$ 

, seemed very kind 
to each other, 

mother and 
daughter get 
along together? 
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Did 

see -in’, 
erson 
Ouse? 


Never at all! 
There was no 
servant, and I 
never saw a 
visitor. 


Very well. We will 
write out what you 
have said. Please come 
to the station to sign it. 


Were they well 
off? Did they 
have money? ^ 

- m 


They paid me well, that is all I 
know! As for whart people say, 
Madame was thought to have 
some money saved up, I 
believe she told fortunes for a 
living. 























r A fso questioned ' 
was Pierre Moreau, 

, a seller of 
L tobacco , / 
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All my life 1 have lived in the 
area, yes. Madame L J Espanaye 
has bought small amounts of 
tobacco from me for perhaps 
four years. — 


They lived a very quiet 
life. I have hardly seen 
anyone enter the door 
but the old lady and her 
daughter. A person 
came once or twice to 
deliver packages, and 
eight or ten times a 
doctor came. 
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It seems that, many other 
neighbors said the same 
thing: that no one ever 
came to the house. 


The shutters of the front 
windows were seldom open. 
Those in the rear were 
always closed, except for 
the one large back room on 
the fourth floor. 


Isadore Muset, the 
policeman who first 
entered the house, 
made his report. 


After breaking into the house, 1 led 
the way upstairs. Upon reaching the 
first landing, I heard two voices, 
loud and angry , . . 
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One was gruff, the other 
high and thin—a very 
strange voice! 


The first voice was that of a 
Frenchman. The second was that 
of a foreigner —man or woman, 

I could not tell. I believe the 
language was Spanish. 



No, no! It was not 
French, and it was 
not the L'Espanayes! 
I have spoken with 
them many times! 


Henri Duval, 3 
neighbor who 
entered the 
house, agreed 


The higher voice, man or woman 
t don't know. But \ think the 
person spoke Italian. 


It was not Madame 
L'Espanaye or her 
daughter? 
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A Dutchman passing by 

i of 


had Joined the search 


f t c 

the house. Not speaking 
French, he was Questioned 
in Dutch, 


Monsieur Qdenheimer agrees with 
the other reports except about 
the voices. He says the high voice 
was that of a man—a Frenchman! 



Wit Ham Bird, an 
Englishman who 
had lived for two 
years in Parts , 
had also passed 
by and joined 
the search. He 
was one of the 
first up the 
stairs. 


The higher voice was very 
loud. It wars certainly not 
that of an Englishman. It 
seemed to me to be 
German, but man or 
woman, I could not teih 
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Also questioned was 
Affonzo Garcto, a 
Spanish undertaker 
who lived in The Rue 
Morgue. 


I entered the 
house but 1 did 
not go up the 
stairs, I am too 
nervous! You 
understand? 

T 



But you 
could hear 
the voices? 


Oh, yes, very welf! 
The high voice was 
that of an English¬ 
man, Of this I am 
sure! 



You speak English, 


sir? 


' No, no! 

I teSRS 


by the 


sound. 
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Jutes Mignaud, a banker 
of the firm of Mignaud 
et FHs, also spoke to 
the police. 

About Madame 
L'E span aye, 
monsieur . 


She took nothing out 
until three days before 
she 
ri of 


Madame L'Espanaye 
opened an account 
eight years ago. She 
owned some 
property, 
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Ma 


I talk 


ay 

ith 


the 


wtt 


clerk? 


This sum was 
paid in gold, and 
a clerk took her 
home with the 
money. 





Yes, I am Adolphe Le Bon. I 
went with Madame L'Espansye 
and carried the two bags of 
gold to her home. 


Did you enter 
the house? 
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Paul Dumas, a 
doctor, also made 
a report. 


Now think care¬ 
fully. Was there 
anyone else in 
sight-anyone 
going by? 


( was called in about 
dawn to view the 
bodies. That of the 
young lady was much 
cut and scraped. 

That it had been 
forced up the chim¬ 
ney would account 
for it. 



There were deep 
scratches below the 
chin, with a series 
of spots which must 
have been the marks 
of fingers. 
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The body of the mother 
was terribly cut up. The 
bones on the right side 
were ready ail broken. 
The whole body was 
discolored. 


Besides that, the 1 
throat had been 
cut with something 
sharp, probably 
with a ra2or, 


A heavy club, a bar of 
iron, a chair; such a 
weapon in the hands of 
a strong man might 
have given such results, 
No woman could have 
done it. 


I see. Thank 
you, doctor. 


The paper says that a mur 
der so strange has never 
before been committed in 
Paris? There is not the 
shadow of a clue . , . 
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Later, the evening 
paper brought the 
news that although 
there were no new 
clues,, Adolphe Le 
Bon had been 
arrested. 


Let us check into these 
murders ourselves! Le Sort 
helped me once, for which 
I am grateful. 



We will go and see the house with our own 
eyes, I know the chief of police, and shall 
halve no trouble being allowed to do so. 






We reached the Hue 
Morgue in the late 
afternoon . There 
were stiff many 
people looking up 
at the house. 
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LE MONDE. 


Returning to the front door , we were 
let in by the police. We went up to 
the bedroom where the bodies stiil 
fay. Dupin looked at everything, 
including the bodies. 


On the way home we stopped 
at the offices of Le Monde, a 
daily paper read by sailors 
and ship 'j? captains. 


Wait for me. 
I'll be only a 
moment. 
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Upon reaching home 
Dupin would not 
talk about the mur¬ 
ders until noon the 
next day. Then he 
made a surprising 
remark. 


The police find this case 
hard to solve because it is 
so strange. But that very 
thing will lead me- or has 
already led me—to solve 
it! 


t am waiting for a person who 
must have known about 
these crimes. I look for the 
man here—in this room-any 
moment now. 


If he comes, we 
must keep him 
here. Here are 
some guns. We 
both know how 
to use them. 





Scarcely be¬ 
lieving what I 
heard, I took 
the gun, and 
Dupin con¬ 
tinued. 


i nere was me report 
of the two voices 
heard in argument. 
What was the Stranges 
part of that report? 


Everyone agreed that one man 
was a Frenchman, But every¬ 
one disagreed on the second, 
or higher voice. 
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They found that they could not 
force the windows up. There 
was a large nail through 
window frame and si 
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Not only did they disagree, but 
each of these men, from five 
different countries, thought 
the voice spoke a foreign 
language] 


Not a single word coulc 

» a 

great clue! 


Then—the room. The doors 
were locked from inside; 
there were no secret exits. 
The chimneys were too 
narrow to let a cat through. 
The killers mast have left 
through the windows! 


V_ 


But the police 
found them nailed 
shut—from the 
inside! 
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But I removed the nail, 
and I still could not force 
the window up ! I looked 
for, and found, a hidden 
spring keeping it shut. 


In the case of the 
window behind the 
bed, some years ago, 
the nail had been 
broken in two. 
Although it re¬ 
mained in place and 
looked whole, it 
no longer held the 
window shut. 



If someone got 
away through that 
window, and let 
it close behind 




him, the hidden 
spring would lock 
the window. Yet 
it would seam 
the nail was uouiy 
so! 


have solved 
part of it! But 
how did the killer 


get down? 



A killer who was a 
good climber could 
have used the outside 
shutter to swing him¬ 
self from the window 
to the lightning rod. 

It runs from the roof 
to the ground nearby. 
He could have climbed 
down the rod! 
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killer 

it iti i □ 3U qi lyc:- 

voice who is a 
good climber. He 
also has great 
strength and is 
stupid enough to 
leave four thou¬ 
sand francs in 
gold behind M 



Dupin! This is 
not human hair! 


did not say it was. 
Now read from this 
book. 


Look at this lock 
of hair which I 
removed from 
Madame 
L’Espan aye's 
fingersl 
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i Yes, l see. But what of 
^ the second voice, the 
Frenchman? 


suppose him to be a 
sailor, the owner of the 
animal. He must know 
something of the murders. 


it described the farge 
orang outang ape of the 
East Indian islands, 

The animal had great 
size. Strength, and 
agility: i understood 
the full story of the 
murders at last. 



Perhaps it got away 
from him and tie 
followed it. If is 
probably still loose. 
I left this advertise 
ment at the news¬ 
paper last night. 

I think it will 
bring him here. 


At this moment we 
heard a step upon 
the sfaus. 


Be ready with 
your gun.but do 
not show or use 
it unless I tell 
you to. 
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Good evening 


Come in! Sit down! I 
suppose you've come 
about the orang-outang? 




I envy 


animal- 
you! 
Mow old is he? 


I have no way of 
telling—four or 
five years, per¬ 
haps. You have 
him here? 



Oh, no. He is 
at a stable 
nearby, 


I don't want 
you to go through 
this for nothing. 
I'm very willing 
to pay a reward,,• 


My reward shall be this. 
You shall tell me all you 
know about the murders 
in the Rue Morgue! 
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My friend, we mean you no 
harm. I know you did not kill 
those women. But an inno¬ 
cent man is now in jail. He 
is charged with a crime of 
which you can point out the 
killer! 





But coming borne (ate one ntght, 
he found the animat in his bed¬ 
room. ft was imitating its master 
shaving f 


Terrified at seeing the animat 
holding a razor, the sailor 
brought out a whip he some¬ 
times used to control it. 


He told us that he 
had brought the 
animat home from 
a recent voyage. 

He had kept it 
safety at his 
Paris home until 
it recovered from 
a foot wound, 
^en he planned 
eii it . it was 
Kept in a cage in 
an open closet. 
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But seeing the 
whip, the animal 
sprang Through 
the door of the 
room, ran down 
the stairs , and 
tumped through 
open window 
tnto the street 


Reaching the fourth floor , if 
grasped a shutter and swung 
itself over and through the 
wtndow. 


Stiff carrying the razor, the 
ape fed the sailor on a chase 
through the empty city 
streets. At fast , seeing a 
ligh fed window, it rushed 
into a back yard in the 
Rue Morgue, 


Catching 
sight of a 
lightning 
rod, it 
climbed up 
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Then, its anger made 
worse by the sight of 
blood, the ape 
grabbed the daughter, 
who had fainted, and 
choked her r 


Angered by her 
screams, the ape 
swepr the razor 
across the ofd 
lady's throat , 


The sailor dtmberi 
the rod easily, but as 
he did so, terrible 
screams came from 
the room . He could 
not reach the 
window, but could 
only look in * 
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The sutler quickly slid down 
the rod. 
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A t this point, 
hearing the shouts 
of its owner, and 
looking up to see 
his face through 
the window, the 
ape's anger turned 
to fear, ft rushed 
around the room 
knocking things 
over and break u 
the furniture. 


As if to hide what it had done, it thrust 
the body of the daughter up the chimney. 
Then it threw the old lady’s body out 
the window. 


Terr died at what he had Seen, 
he ran home, leaving the orang¬ 
outang to its fate. The ape must 
have left the room just before 
the door was broken in. 
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The next day we 
heard that the 
orang-outang 
had been caught, 
fts owner then 
sold ft for a 
good sum. 





chiet or ponce, 
Le Bon was let 
go at once , 


It was nothing 


You are free 
to go. 
Monsieur 


A thousand 
thanks. 

Monsieur Dupin' 



Let him talk. It 
will make him teei 
1 — happy 
he 


The chief made a few 
remarks about the need 
for people to mind 
their own business, but 
Dupirt said nothing. 


%EHD 
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